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entitled Oran an Aoig, or. The Song of
to the measure of which 1 have adapted my
stanzas. I have of late composed two or three
other little pieces, which, ere yon full-orbed
moon, whose broad impudent face now stares
at old mother earth all night, shall have shrunk
into a modest crescent, just peeping forth- at
dewy dawn, I shall find an hour to transcribe
for you* A Dieuje vous cominende!
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